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THE ALDINE. 



INVENTION IN ART WORK 



Among the subjects which should, and probably 
will, receive the fullest illustration at the Centennial, 
will be the application of art to domestic uses. At 
the time of writing, the opening of the Exhibition is 
too recent for the formation or expression of a final 
and definite opinion ; but we shall be disappointed if 
the show, both of specimens of ceramic art and of the 
silversmith's skill, is not something very nearly mag- 
nificent. Art in these directions has made rapid 
strides of late years. Perhaps we ought to say the re- 
vival of art, for Palissy's pottery and Cellini's chas- 
ings are older than the century ; but we of to-day 
ought to excel both Palissy and Cellini, having the 
advantage of all they and their compeers did, with 
added advantages which they never possessed. In 
Europe the effort to excel them is constant, and the 
dead goldsmiths and potters of the Middle Ages are 
in danger of having their laurels carried off by modern 
successors who will win them, as they were originally 
won, by hard work and earnest striving after artistic 
conceptions worthy of being embodied in precious 



forms change constantly, and art, to be original, must 
be as protean. 

There may be a show of reason for the reproduc- 
tion, by foreign artists, of conceptions which had 
their origin in the fertile brains of predecessors of 
their own race and clime. The past, to a certain ex- 
tent, is their own ; originators, in art as in everything 
else, are rare, and to do what our ancestors taught us, 
better than they did it, is a not altogether unworthy 
ambition. We may excuse, therefore, foreign workers 
in gold and in silver for yielding to — or leading — a 
popular movement for a modern renaissance of old 
forms, but if this copying of the past is transferred to 
American soil, what can we call it but an exotic, and 
how much does its growth show of the growth of 
American art ? This is the question which we hope 
to see answered at the Centennial — »surely the proper 
place for delivering the answer. Beautiful work from 
abroad is already exhibited, and work equally beau- 
tiful from home is promised us ; but we hope we are 
not too exacting in demanding something besides. 
Surely one hundred years, in a land wherein nature 
has been so lavish of her displays of power and 



choly birds ! feathered misanthropes ! — they do not 
skim through the clear June sunbeams, but sit 
bunched under the eaves, catching such foolish 
insects as 

"Molest (their) ancient, solitary reign ! " 

I had not thought to study its life when I asked an 
old man, with long white hair and beard, what it was 
the neighbors were allowing to go to decay ? But his 
answer invited further investigation. "Sir," he re- 
plied, " it is a monument at the head of the grave of 
a Scotch quarrel. " Serious was the old man's face, as 
we sat us down by the way, that he might tell me its 
hidden history. 

The calcium light of modern science had not 
driven the ghosts from firesides which the credulous 
Scotch peopled from the weird legends of their far 
mountain land. Each family had its individual ghost, 
which received, at least from the youngsters, its pe- 
culiar homage. They were not single, unexplained 
creatures, seen long time ago by witnesses whose 
credibility might well be doubted — not such were the 
good old-fashioned ghosts. Your own grandfather, 
who held you on his knee, had not only seen, but 




materials. The group of cups, goblets and tankards 
of English manufacture here given may be taken as in 
proof of what we have said. In every piece is seen 
not only beauty of form and of work, but also honest 
endeavor toward originality of conception, the quality 
most needed in this branch of art. 

Now, as patriots, we are anxious to know what 
America will exhibit in this line. The cry of artis- 
tic progress in these directions has been heard here, 
as well as abroad, within the past few years, and now 
is the time for us to see what the progress so much 
called for has been. And by progress, let it be un- 
derstood, we do not mean increased facility in the 
Chinese art of imitating work already done, either in 
form or texture. If finer or more delicate chasing, 
for instance, can be done now on a piece of gold or 
silver work* than could have been done one hundred 
years ago, it is well and we are glad of it ; but this 
is not real art progress, if we have, in all that time, 
originated nothing in the way of design. Some things 
are, it is true, unchangeable. The Medici Venus and 
the Farnese Hercules will remain standard exponents 
of human beauty until a new race shall have suc- 
ceeded the present inhabitants of the earth. Nature 
does not change her forms ; but her combinations of 



EXHIBIT OF ENGLISH DESIGN IN SILVERWARE. 

beauty, should have taught us something more than 
the mere skill to imitate what others have done from 
whom we are separated by an ocean ! 

We hope so, and we hope for proof that our cun- 
ning workers will show us something new, something 
fresh, something American as our own skies, moun- 
tains, rivers and lakes, instead of copies of Old- World 
models. Our artists in marble and canvas have done 
it — why not our workers in silver and gold ? 



THE GRAVE OF A SCOTCH QUARREL. 



In a solitary spot, far from any house, mid the 
heavy growths of a neglected country graveyard, stand 
the ruins of what must have been a strong, capacious 
building. Above, upon the one side, rises a rocky 
hill, into whose hard top, here and there, a beech has 
driven its roots ; below, upon the other, stretches a 
flat, descending further on, to lose itself in a swamp. 
It is dreariness itself on every hand. Here, if any- 
where, sleep the powers of mystery. There is a sus- 
picious something in the very air, which is heightened 
by the uncanny faces of the dingy limestone walls. 
It has worked itself into the light life of the swallows 
which build their nests in its dark solitude. Melan- 



walked and talked with them ; and your dear, truth- 
ful old grandmother had received many a message of 
joy or sorrow from this shady tribe, and frequently 
watched their noiseless processions flit by her, while 
her poor soul was nearly extinguished with fright. 
So, by the fires of a winter night, in the days when 
my aged informer's story was born, was the ideal made 
real, and the supernatural brought down to the level 
of the natural. 

Eighty years ago his ancestors settled in Inverness ; 
leaving their less courageous friends on the banks of 
the Mohawk. Firmly trusting in God, they pushed 
their unbroken way to the "western wilds," as 
Western New York was then called. McGregor was 
their leader : a man of strong intellect, well trained, 
and, more than all to his followers, a Scotch minister. 
Marvelous accounts may still be heard of his ability 
and attainments. He could read Latin as well as 
he could English, speak fluent German and even 
French, which latter was a forbidden language, given 
over to the Papist. Said McGregor to Deacon Frazier, 
"The French have many fine books." " More's the 
pity," was the reply of the Presbyterian deacon. The 
history of their preacher was unknown to the flock of 
Inverness. The stories concerning him were so 
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fanciful that they were for the greater part unaccepted. 
That he was of noble ancestry was undoubtedly true. 
Equally so, that he had been compelled to flee his 
country. His learning extensive, his manner elegant, 
his conduct blameless, his must have been a higher 
walk in life, from which he had been unjustly pushed 
aside. Such was the purity of his character that to 
doubt him would have been a wickedness worthy of 
ecclesiastic punishment. Once, and not again, had 
he been asked his history. He silenced impudent 
inquiry with these memorable words (and my old 
historian looked fixedly on the gray ruins, as if they 
might verify his statement as he repeated them) : 
"Myself and my history will be known at the Judg- 
ment-day ! " 

The sturdy Scotchmen had reared their rude houses 
with a prospect of prosperity. Means accumulated, 
and the time soon arrived when the next necessity 
was a church. To untie the strings of a Scotch purse 
is as hard as to alter the bent of a Scotch mind ; but 
when the duty is once driven home, both yield. 

Their liberal donations indicated no ordinary out- 
lay. More costly than the log houses of the people 
must be the House of God. Their tenets forbade 
ornament, even a steeple and bell ; so, the building 
would have been ungainly, at whatever cost, to the 
eye of later times. But if the best of material and 
workmanship could avail against elegance of design, 
their new structure was indeed a rare one. Minute 
care pervaded the entire mechanism. This may be 
proven by the walls, which time has not begun to 
totter. 

It was completed, and McGregor dedicated it upon 
an occasion of lasting solemnity, to the God whom 
he and his served. 

Many were the incidents the old man told me as he 
turned aside from the main story ; and, if they were 
true, well might I have sat longer and listened to the 
silent voices of that melancholy fragment of the past. 
Its cold and stony tongue, what heart-struggles, soul- 
battles, could it have told ! One lesson I did learn 
anew : " Little do we know for whom or what we 
build." The rigid . discipline of the Scotch fathers, 
saints that they strove to be, sowed in their sons the 
seed of infidelity. In thirty years the fervent Mc- 
Gregor preached a generation to the land of the 
faithful, and started another upon an opposite journey. 
One by one the fathers and mothers were laid away in 
the weedy waste before my eyes, which was then a 
model of pious care. McGregor saw them falling 
about him, as a general sees his trusty soldiers, till he 
found himself almost alone. The times were chang- 
ing, he felt it, but could not change with them. He 
called, to the young men in the same voice that 
brought their fathers to his side, but they heard him 
not ; and he cried to his God as one forsaken and 
without a friend. 

Little faults began to be whispered against him ; 
they increased to grave offenses, when the community 
was divided, a few coming over to the pastor who had 
performed their infant baptism, a majority arraying 
themselves against him. 

Not long after, upon Sabbath morning, the church 
door was found securely fastened. McGregor had 
long looked upon it as his own house, consecrated as 
it had been to the use of Him whose embassador and 
servant he was. This insult cut into his very heart — 
for he not only, but omnipotent love, had been 
offended. An ardent follower asked the privilege of 
breaking in the door. "Touch it not," said the 
wounded man, "it is the house of God ; the woods 
and fields are free." So he and his little band turned 
from the temple of their own hands to worship in 
"God's first temple." Such a discourse as followed, 
never had been heard within the walls from which 
the preacher was barred. It was noised that he was 
inspired as much as any man of old. His effort upon 
this occasion was too powerful : it seemed as if it were 
that of a man who had a mighty work to do, and in- 
sufficient time to complete it. Trouble dwelt among 
the hearers of that eventful discourse. One of the pa- 
triarchs observed, with a sorrowful shake of his white 
head, "McGregor can not preach again. It was his 



The next morning, the body of the dead pastor lay 
upon the steps of the pulpit where he had walked for 
many years ; and what was more awful still, written 
upon the wall over his head, in characters of blood, 
was this passage, upon which he had discoursed so 
recently : " Vengeance is mine, J will repay I" There 
was a deep cut in his head, as of an ax ; but how, 
or by whom it could have been inflicted, was indeter- 
minable. Indeed, how did he effect an entrance, for 
the door was as he had found it on Sabbath morning, 
fastened ? 

"That is the history, sir," said the old hero. "No 
man has set foot in the old church since. Come," 
he continued, " let us be going, for the sun is almost 
down, and soon the ghost of McGregor will pace up 
and down the deserted aisles. Come, you will not 
wish to see it, sir ; " and with this warning he shuffled 
away as rapidly as his stiffened limbs would carry him. 

I looked after him till he was out of sight, then 
turned to the haunted ruin amid its silent family of 
forgotten graves. Already my imagination was gain- 
ing the mastery. The winds began their moan ; and 
the dusk came as if centering over the place for weird 
rites unknown to the light of day. It must be con- 
fessed that it was not my choice to remain. The 
shadows crept stealthily closer and closer, and I dared 
not wait to ask the old wizards of trees and vines, 
now gesturing ominously, what I knew they would 
refuse to tell— the mystery of McGregor. 

— John Vance Cheney. 



A SUMMER DAY. 

A SUMMER day — with click of scythes, 

And swaths of fragrant, fading grass ; 
A girl beneath a beechen tree, «, 

Watching the mowers as they pass. 
Through the warm air, the honey-bees 

Seek lazily the clover cells ; 
And from the kine, knee-deep in marsh, 

Floats torth a sound of tinkling bells. 

The violet eyes look shyly up ; 

A shadow falls athwart the place ; 
A flush divine as morning tints, 

Illuminates the maiden's face. 
Two sit beneath the beechen bough— 

Nay, three — for Love has claimed his part ; 
And in the summer of the world, 

Blooms the rare summer of the heart. 

':> — Mrs. M. F. Butts. 
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So it proved. 



Preparing for the Salon — Art Studies and Art 
Students in the French Capital. 

Walking up the Champs Elys6es with the back to 
the Obelisk de Luxor and the face to the Arc de 
Triomphe de TEtoile, one will see, some three hun- 
dred yards or so on his left, standing among trees 
whose shadows are freshened by fountains, the famous 
Palais de lTndustrie, where each year takes place the 
Artists' Salon. This, though, is not the only exhibi- 
tion which is there held, it being also the scene of 
horse-shows, wherein the lover of that splendid crea- 
ture will see everything in the shape of a horse, from 
the smallest of ponies which one loves to pet, the 
great, heavy, powerful dray-horses that one never sees 
in America (those who have seen Rosa Bonheur's 
" Horse Fair" will remember them), to the sleekest 
courser that flies over the turf of Longchamps in the 
Bois de Boulogne ; of agricultural competitions, ex- 
hibitions of the produce of all countries, whether in 
arts, science or industries — often two such are being 
held at the same time. There is a permanent exhi- 
bition of the products of French colonies which is 
interesting, as it combines the features of a veritable 
museum. Those who have visited the Palais de lTn- 
dustrie will not be surprised to hear of its great 
capacity : running its varied front 378 yards along the 
Champs Elys6es, it turns and runs 144 yards toward 
the Seine, making a building a parallelogram in 
shape and of great capacity. Around the building, 
upon the space between the ground floor and floor 
above, are inscribed the names of those to whom the 
present age owes an occasional thought, — Galileo, 
Columbus, Copernicus, Michael Angelo, Raphael, I 



Dante, Petrarch, Mendelssohn, Beethoven (the eye 
searches in vain for the name of a king), are there 
written, with many others, in gold. It is good to 
read those names, and at the same time feel that the 
centuries that have passed have not yet dimmed their 
lustre ; but they shine out like stars from the night of 
ages, that the eyes of the youth of to-day may look 
and be encouraged. I have written so much at 
length of the building as it will be in less than a 
month, the point to which all Paris will bend its foot- 
steps. The opening of the Salon is an event 
anxiously looked for by artists, art purchasers, con- 
noisseurs, etc. Such great concourses of people as 
gather to it, are seldom seen in New York, except at 
a mass-meeting, and not often then. In this connec- 
tion it may not be amiss to cite a few articles from 
the " Direction of the Fine Arts." 

To choose four thousand or five thousand works of 
art. from fifteen thousand or twenty thousand pre- 
sented, is no easy task — it is an arduous duty ; and 
no recompense is attached, except the old custom of 
presenting to each one of the jury, . at the close of 
the exhibition, a set of Sevres vases — an art recom- 
pense (?). There are four juries ; or, rather, one jury 
divided into four sections, i. e. : painting, sculpture, 
architecture and engraving. They who are connected 
with art or art institutions in America may find some- 
thing useful in the following extracts from the "regu- 
lation/' — I quote from chapter 2, on admission — 
Art. 13: "The admission of works presented by the 
artists and which do not fulfill any of the conditions 
of Art. 22, following, will be judged by a jury com- 
posed as follows : — 

"Three-fourths by members drawn by lot 

' ' One-fourth by members appointed by the Admin- 
istration. Those only will have the right to take part 
in the elections, who exhibit and who answer to the 
conditions of the said Art; 22, that is to say, mem- 
bers of the- Institute (Institute of France)/, those 
decorated by the Legion d'Honneur, for their, works, 
those having obtained a medal at former exhibitions, 
or those having obtained the grand prize of Rome. 

" Art. 14. The jury will be divided into four sec- 
tions. . ' _'- 

" The Jirst will. comprise painting, drawing,; water- 
color, pastel, miniature, enameling, painting;on por- 
celain, and painting on glass/ 

"The second, sculpture and engraving on precious 
stoftes. ....... ."'.. 

" The, third, architecture. '.' 

" The fourth, engraving and lithography. '.'.,. ■ V ■ 

"Art 15. The drawing by lot will be. taken fcpjn, 
the list of names chosen by the artists, in the follow- 
ing proportion : • ■'■.'', ' 

" Forty-five members for the section of painting. 

'^Twenty-seven members for the section of sculp- 
ture. 

"Eighteen members for the section of architecture. 

"Twenty-four members for the section of engrav- 
ing and lithography. « 

"(Six engravers on steel, six a feau-forte, six on 
wood, and six lithographers. ) 

"The jury will be drawn for from the above num- 
bers. 

u Fifteen members for the section of painting. 

' ' Nine members for the section of sculpture. 

' ' Six members for the section of architecture. 

"Eight members for the section of engraving and 
lithography. 

"To each one of these sections will be #dded 
members appointed by the Administration. 

" Five for painting. 

"Three for sculpture. 

" Two for architecture. 

"Three for engraving and lithography. 

"Art. 16. The votr (here follows at what hour 
upon what day the voting takes place). 

"Each artist having the right to take part in the 
election will be admitted upon the presentation of his 
receipts (for his works), and, after having signed his 
name to the certificate accompanying his works, to 
deposit in the one of the four urns which is dedicated 
to his section of art, a ticket bearing the names of 
those he desires to compose his section of the jury. 



